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Olga's plan for finding Henry Wilson was simple. She
drove straight to the Ford agency. An immaculate young
man said, 'Mr. Wilson? Oh, yes. Mr. Wilson is staying with
Mr. Frazer.5
She had guessed he might be, but had wanted to make
certain. If he had left, he would have sold the car. So he has
not left, she thought. He has waited. Nothing else mattered.
She drove to the house.
There he was in the garden, sitting under a tree reading a
book. He saw her at once.
eSo you've come, Olga.'
eYes, I've come.5
'Everything is settled?'
He had not kissed her. cYes, Henry.'
'Then come in. The boys will see to your things. Frazer
has your room ready. I told him you were coming.'
He led her along a passage and opened a door. 6 Your room,
Olga.'
For a fortnight Wilson had kept fresh flowers in this room:
red roses, the darkest and most fragrant he could find. For a
fortnight he had thought of her being here, adding her per-
fume of geranium to that of the roses. The moment had come.
She was here. In his arms, close to him. Warm and soft
against him, her lips on his.
clt has been a long time, Henry.'
CA long time,3 he said. 'A very long time,9